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Fear of the Storm 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you like it, girlie! 


Steve jumped lightly as he heard yet another window-shaking roar outside. The storm had gotten so bad that 
their driver couldn't see a thing out the window of their tour bus, forcing them to hunt down a hotel for the 
night to wait it out ‘til morn. When they got to the hotel, there had been a very small selection of rooms, only 
four to be exact, and to their luck, they were all doubles; Steve's luck however, seemed to run through the 
ground when they were told it was on the very top floor, great, they got to be at the very top of a 2b-story 


building, just perfect, marvelous really. 


He had been trying to play it off so far, especially since he was to share with their virtually new singer, Bruce 
Dickinson; the last thing he needed was for him to rattle off to the rest of the blokes about how much of a 


coward he was, but it was getting worse and the claps of thunder were becoming more frequent. Bruce was 


on the other bed, reading a book, looking completely relaxed and Steve envied him for that, he couldn't focus 
his mind on anything while the cats and dogs were pounding against the window. 


Suddenly, with an enormous bang that made Steve nearly piss his briefs, lightning trailing through the sky as 
the electricity was cut out. He quickly dove under the covers and tried his best to go to sleep as he heard 
Bruce curse quietly to himself. There was much fumbling as the singer got out of bed to do whatever, Steve 
wasn't sure and he wasn't poking his head out to see. 

There was the sound of something being sat down near him, several more sounds of the same following after 
it until it was right next his bed; then there was shuffling and the quiet, but sharp sound of something 
scraping together and soon the outlines he could see through the white sheet was bathed with a soft light. 
Poking his head out, Steve saw that the room, at least where they were, was lit with a handful of candles, 
complementary of the hotel. 

"There we go." He heard Bruce say before the singer plopped back onto his bed and picked his book back up. 


He had managed to relax somewhat when yet another bellow of thunder sounded, and he couldn't quite catch 


the startled yip that came from his mouth. He knew he was caught when Bruce's head snapped in his direction 
"You alright mate?" Bruce asked, his brow arching in suspicion 

"Yeah, fine." Steve winced at the sound of his own croaked voice. 

"You sure?" 

Steve nodded. 

"You're afraid, aren't you?" Bruce grinned, this was brilliant; it was the first time he had ever seen some type 
of chink in the impenetrable, controlling armor of the mastermind and driving force behind Iron Maiden. This 
was an entertaining sight indeed. 


"Don't know wot yer talkin about." Steve muttered. 


Bruce chuckled, so he was scared. An explosion of sound made the window between the bed shudder from its 


intensity and Steve's eyes widened in fear before he disappeared under the bed sheet once more. 

"You really are scared" Bruce muttered to himself, concern lacing his voice. 

After a moment of debating with himself, he sat his book down and got up, blowing out the candles until the 
one on the nightstand next to Steve's remained and he left it flickering as he prodded Steve over, the bassist 


peeking at him uncertainly from his hiding place before he cautiously moved over. 


‘Something tells me this is more than just a little thunder fright, Steve." Bruce spoke carefully as he settled in 


next to the bassist. "What happened?" 


Steve sighed uncomfortably, his eyes darting around nervously as yet another round of thunder tore through 
the air. "We got into a car accident durin’ a thunderstorm. Me an‘ a couple of me mates were ‘eadin’ ‘ome 
from a party when a truck appeared in our lane outta nowhere an’ we veered off the road to avoid it. We 
were actually plannin’ to pull off to the side an’ wait it out fer a bit, but it all ‘appened so fast we didn't get a 
chance to decide on anythin’. Slammed right into a tree ‘e did We were all banged up but one of me closest 
friends, a brother really, he was the one drivin’ an' died on impact. Took a while fer someone to come ‘elp us, 


an’ now | guess | associate storms wif tha’ night." 


"You shouldn't let what occurred that night fester inside you. It sucks that your friend was killed, but | would 
think that it was the truck driver's fault for not pulling over himself if his visibility was that poor. If anything, 
make it a reason to be careful, not to be terrified. Isn't there anything good that pops up in your head when it 


rains?" 


‘Its the only fing tha' comes to mind when a storm like fis comes along. | don't ‘ave anyfing really positive to 
connect them to." 


"How's about a distraction?" 
"Not much can be done wifout electricity, Bruce." Steve pointed out. 


Bruce argued with himself yet again, before letting out a deep breath. Just go for it Bruce, what's the worst 
that could happen? He decided not to answer his own question and shifted closer to Steve, both brunettes now 
face to face, and he could see the apprehension in Steve's eyes. Well, here goes nothing! Bruce closed the space 
between them with a quick peck on Steve's lips, pulling back to see the shock flooding the dark orbs. He hasn't 
punched me yet, better take advantage of that He kissed Steve again, surprise filling him when he got a 
hesitant response, and as the kiss deepened, Steve didn't even notice the next clap of thunder outside their 


little bubble. 


Tossing the bed sheet aside, Bruce pushed his shoulder lightly, rolling on top of him as he settled onto his back. 
Their tongues battled for dominance, Steve's drawing back and letting Bruce's plunder the contours of his 
mouth. When they broke apart, Bruce kissed, nibbled, and sucked his way down the bassist's body, Steve crying 


out and arching up when the singer trailed over a particularly sensitive area 


He stopped at the edge of his briefs, looking up at him, his brows raised in question, Steve nodding tentatively 
before twining the sheets below him between his fingers. With his help, Bruce tugged the offending garments 
off and cast them aside before climbing between Steve's parted legs. He gently wrapped his fingers around 
Steve's cock, Steve gasping as he wanked him slowly. 


He nearly bit his tongue in surprise when the head was engulfed in a soft, wet heat. Bruce bobbed his head up 
and down smoothly as he took Steve into his mouth inch by inch. Steve cried out as the head slipped into 
Bruce's throat, the younger man swallowing him a few times before pulling back up. He traced the head with 


his tongue before descending back down the thick rod, Steve panting harshly as he began to pump his hips 
gently into his mouth. 


Bruce stilled his head as Steve grabbed two fistfuls of his hair, his hips thrusting faster as he felt his orgasm 
rapidly approaching. Steve let out a shout and he buried his cock as far into the warm orifice as he could, the 


contractions of Bruce's throat forcing the first shot of his seed from his balls, Bruce pushing back in time for 


the rest of the thick liquid to coat his tongue as shuddered beneath him. 


Steve collapsed onto the bed, breathing heavily as Bruce swallowed the rest of his come. Bruce quickly got up 
and went into the bathroom, coming back with a cloth and a bottle of shampoo, tossing the cloth on the side 
of the bed as he re-positioned himself between Steve's legs. The auburn-haired man froze as he felt a slick 
finger slip inside his cleft and trace his pucker; Bruce felt it and he used his other hand to leisurely caress 
Steve's lower abdomen, the other man slowly relaxing although he eyed Bruce with trepidation 


He gently pushed his finger inside and Steve winced at the sharp pain of being breached for the first time. 
Bruce never let up on the soft rubbing of his left hand, muttering gentle words as he carefully prepared Steve 
to receive him. Steve grunted as a second finger joined the first, the initial pain gone as a slightly 
uncomfortable fullness replaced it. When Bruce added a third finger he began to thrust his hips up to meet 
the thick digits. 


He felt a hint of fear when Bruce drew his fingers back, opening the shampoo bottle again, this time coating 
his own member with the thick substance. Bruce took his legs and placed his calves over his shoulders, and he 


locked eyes with Steve as he positioned the head of his cock at Steve relaxed hole. 
"Ready?" He inquired lightly. 
"As | can be, | guess." 


He let out a choked cry as he felt Bruce cautiously push inside of him, letting out a harsh breath as the head 
slip past the tight ring of muscle and into his arse. Bruce pulled back slightly and pushed in again until he 
gradually buried himself to the hilt inside of the bassist. He guided Steve's legs down to wrap around his hips 
as he leaned down to kiss Steve gingerly, threading his fingers through the soft curls of his hair as he waiting 
for him to adjust to his size. He felt Steve tightened his thighs briefly around him, signaling him to move. 
Breaking the kiss, he looked in Steve's eyes for any hint of doubt, finding none. Propping himself up on the 
palms of his hands, he began to thrust his 

hips. 


He was tight. Very tight. Bruce pumped slowly in and out of him, grinding his teeth as he tried to keep himself 
from losing control and taking Steve like his urges demanded him to. He picked up his pace a little, capturing 
Steve's lips once more with his own. He felt him gasp into his mouth and his hips push up hard against his. 
Halting his movement, Bruce studied Steve's face, the eyes of the man underneath him filled with complete 


wonder. 


"Do tha’ again" He whispered. 

Bruce grinned and did as he was told, the head of his cock brushing against the button inside of him. Steve 
cried out and Bruce began to pump his hips in earnest, Steve wrapping his legs around his hips and gripping his 
shoulders. Feeling Steve's arse beginning to contract around him, he used all the power in his flanks and lower 
back to plunge deep inside of Steve. 

Steve bucked wildly under Bruce; the hard jabs of his cock battering his prostate combined with the tugs of 
the hand that had shoved its way between their bodies around his cock sent him spiraling into yet another 
orgasm. He let out a wail as he seed spilled between them, his body locking as he saw spots in his vision. Bruce 
shouted as he reached his own peak, the already tight walls clenching even further, his cum coating the 


spasming tunnel until his balls were wrung dry, both men crumpling onto the bed in exhaustion. 


Once he was able to somewhat compose himself, Bruce pulled out of Steve gently before dropping into a 


panting pile next to him. He glanced over at Steve and grinned. 
"It stopped raining." 
Steve peered over at the window and gave him a shy smile. "Yeah, it did. Fanks." 


Bruce waved of his thanks and turned on his side to look at Steve, propping his head on his hand. "Let's see if 


you'll be thanking me in the morning.” 


Steve groaned. "I'm finkin' about takin’ it back now." He winced as moved to his side as well, facing the singer's 


direction 

"Nothing a good soak won't cure." He chuckled. "Are you okay?" 

Catching the serious tone in his voice, Steve's eyes narrowed in thought. "I fink I'll be fine now." 
Bruce pouted. "So you won't need me anymore?" 

Steve rolled his eyes and hunkered down to sleep. "I fink we can work somefing out" 

Bruce snickered as he made himself comfortable. "Guess I'm on bottom next time, huh?" 


Steve snorted. "Damn right, mate." 


